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INTRODUCTION 

TO THE AMERICAN EDITION. 



To bare written well a, book, to bave developed t, >toTT, or 
dr&wu a chaiacCer Ijiie to nature, and to the foil acceptance of 
tbe reader, almost necessarily fmplies prerioua experiment, and 
oftentinies fruitloe toil, before the effort becomes an acbieve- 
ment, or the achievement a victory. 

But, happily, the writer of the preeent little volume can hard- 
ly be laid to have appeared in any mere Initiatory page, or ex- 
perimental work, however email ; for each one of her numerous 
tales, whether in her' well -read and mach-admired ^'Sunbeam 
Sloriet," or later "Siifrt's Wold," and others, as they fell rapidly 
from her. pen, bee been a success. A. simple announeement, 
therefore, of another work. &eeb lh>m her band, without prefato- 
ry word or introductory remark from her American editor, as 
elsewhere obeerred, would aeem to be sofBdeat. 

It, therefore, but becomea my most agreeable part in Iheee 
opening pagee, simply to suggest to her many admirers the ex- 
ceeding truthfulness and satnralneas of tbe following tale, andtn 
■nnre them that they will find in *' Comtnir Bomt," that the au- 
thor hai come more effectually and afiectionately into tbe wide 
•nd tender heart of hmnanity, than in any of bet previous woriu. 
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^thaut tiaTiug b«en, as we beliere, experimentaDj Uaght 
the ptunful leuon berdn inculcated, that " nobodf cui da wbat 
Qod bu not fitled tbnn for," be the demand forced upon them 
as it mar, thraugb toil or thioagb sonow, and that the secailiTe 
plant cannot hear with nnwithering leaf the nide tooob of man, 
■he baa ahown a carefuJneas of obseiration, and a delicacy of 
portrajal In lection to the common triflea of matrimonial life, 
on which so much of it* jof or grief depends, quite equal to her- 
self, and Burpasaed bj none. 

Those of bet readers who have already " Come Home," in ths 
proper aense of the naiiatiTe, maj find in it a key to their own 
often waywardneaa or foil;, and draw ftom it the teachii^a of 
forlieaiance and fbrgivenesa so important in all drcumstanees in 
life, and eapeciallj in married life. To those who hare not yet 
assumed the orange blooms of time, it may suggest thoughts of 
heart diseipline, and reaolations of aelf-denial, which aball result 
in that nice regard for the feelings of others, so rare and yet so 
important, and which is not only the foundation and nourish- 
ment of all fiiendsbip, but also of all love. 

Jahb Ehkiha Ldcu. 

Boston, July, 1S58. 



,oglc 



COMING HOME. 



" And this is home, street 'wife ; can you ba 
happy here? " 

" Dear Balph ! " waa the Boftly-murmured 
reply — it might seem scarcely an answer to 
the question ; hut it satisfied the interrogator 
evidently, for he fondly kissed the fece which 
waa h&ed up to his, and said, — 

" Yea, darling ; I am persuaded that you 
-are kind enough to feel that where I am there 
is happiness, or I would not have ventured to 
bring you to my humble home. It is a dull 
time of year, unfortunately, and the place does 
not look so cheerful as it does in its summer 
dress ; but good fires and bright faces will aet 
all that to rights — ■will it not?" 

1* m 
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" O, yea, dear ; ve sLall be very comfortable, 
I hope." 

" To be Bure, to be sure. Now I will ring 
£>r Maria, as the maiden is called, to ehow you 
up Btairs, and help you undo your traps, while 
I go to the cellar, and see if I can find a glass 
of wine to drink our healths in," 

He rang the bell, and before it could possibly 
be answered, he opened the door, and called 
loudly, which bad the effect of causing a neat, 
clean, but awkward-looking girl to answer his 
summons. 

" There's your mistress," he said ; "just see 
to her." 

The girl made way for him to pass out, and 
dropping a courtesy, inquired of her mistreas 
if she could do any thing for her. 

"Show me the way to my room, if you 
please ; and carry up some of these things." 

" Yes, ma'am ; they ain't very heavy — are 
they ? " she answered, seizii^ three or four 
parcels in her brawny arms. 

Mrs. Maynard did not appear to think a 
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reply necesiary, and the girl did not appear 
to expect ODe, for she hurried on up stsurs, and 
throwing open a door, precipitated her load oil 
the first chair, saying, " That's your room, 
ma'am ; it ain't very big — is it ? " 

"Large enough, thank you — that will do. 
If I want you 111 ring." 

" Yes, do, ma'am ; I shall be enre to hear 
yoa — shan't I? " and closing the door with a 
sharp bang, she departed ; and her young mis- 
tresB stood for a moment as she had left her, 
looking round her room. It appeared to her 
so much smaller than on the day when she had 
driven over to see it with Balph ! but still it 
was very clean and comfortable. A few hardy 
roses, which atill lingered in the garden, were 
peeping in at the window j and as she passion- 
ately loved flowers, they looked to her like a 
sweet welcome. The furniture was all homely 
in its character, but bo cheerful, so bright, and 
BO clean, that only a very fastidious taste could 
have objected to it. A small, clear fire burned 
in the tiny grate, and added much to the Mr 
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of comfort. The dazzUngly white fiirnitore, 
and dark, crimson carpet, the email loui^ng 
chair drawn near the fire, the hanging book 
shelf, filled with neatly bound books, all be- 
spoke care and thought in the arrangement ; 
and again Alice said, " Dear £alph I '* Bat 
still that " coming home " was not quite what 
she expected ; there seemed a weight upon her 
spirits, and she could not tell why. How 
many, many brides have felt the same I The 
long-looked-for day has come and gone ; the 
dresB, the very sight of which has made the 
pulses of the heart beat iaster, has been worn 
and put away ; it has all passed — the bustle 
and excitement, the dreaded parting firom home 
— all is over like a dream j and it is now a 
quiet reality, a fact, that the spring time of 
youth is gone, its light-heartedness, its careless 
gayety ; and life, with its cares and responsibil- 
ities, has taken its place — ■ a grave reflection, 
one which may well shadow the brow of the 
young wife, and strip of much of its gilding 
the future, which seemed so bright. 
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As yet, this wife of a week old knew nothing 
of the calm, enduring love which time would 
bring, of the oneness of heart, and thought, 
and feeling, so far higher and holier in its char- 
acter than any she had yet known ; she only 
knew that her heart's desire had been to be 
Ralph Maynard's wife ; and now that she had 
become so, there was a sense of disappointment 
which she covdd neither dismiss nor account for. 
But his merry, ringing voice on the stairs roused 
her from her reverie, and she began to undo 
her boxes, and take off her travelling things ; 
and soon, equipped in a pretty kind of half 
evening dress, she came down stairs, to find the 
table laid for that most comfortable meal, afler 
a long journey, a " dinner-tea ; " and all the 
room glowing with light, and warmth, and 
comfort, so that again the simple and fervent 
" Dear Ralph I " escaped her, which seemed to 
express so much in so little. 

Alice Maynard's &ther would have been a 
very rich man but for his very large family. 
Year afber year had come- another little mouth 
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to feed, and as they were chiefly boys, he sooa 
found that educating and finding professions for 
eight or ten of them began to tell upon his in- 
come, and leave but little for his three girls. 
Two had been married some time, when, to his 
astonishment, his little pet Alice crept into his 
library one morning, and told him that she, too, 
was going to leave him ; that she loved Balph 
Maynard. Mr. Merton had had a severe ill- 
ness, in which Maynard hiid attended him ; 
Alice had been his chief nurse ,- and there, by 
that sick bed, sprang up and grew that little 
flower of love, which seems to flourish in all 
soils, and to bloom in all climates. 

Kalph's practice was not a large one, certain- 
ly ; atill he had enough to live on comfortably ; 
and, as neither he nor Alice seemed ambitious, 
there was no reason to raise an objection ; and 
BO they were married ; and from that large old 
rambling house, with its oak carving and worn 
gilding, its threadbare Turkey carpets and 
moth-eaten velvet curtains, its marble hall and 
wide Btaiicase^ up which three or four could 
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walk abreast, its large neglected gardens in 
■whicli tlie weeds ran riot, Alice came " home " 
to the small rose-covered cottage, with its bright, 
new, homely furniture, and its small garden, 
where the weeds were instantly discomfited by 
the hoe of old Abel flumptree, if one ever 
dared to show its head. 

Ralph loved " characters," and chose them 
to be about htm, and to serve him ; so, as soon 
as he found out old Abel, he hired him to work 
in the garden. He had been a market-gardener 
years before, till one misfortune and another 
Iwought him down to seek parish relief Great 
was his joy, therefore, to find himself once more 
amongst the fiowers he so dearly loved, and 
able to earn a small pittance, instead of, as he 
called it, begging for it. He could not work 
very fast, but he worked well ; and in summer 
time no place round boasted of such fragrance, 
or luxuriance and beauty of color, as the doc- 
tor's little garden. Balph was very good to 
the old man ; he paid him summer and winter, 
wet or dry — grateful to see how much happier 
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and heartier he looked for the exercise in the 
open air, which was like second nature to him, 
and the relief to his mind at feeling he was no 
longer on the parish. 

" Well, darling," said Ealph, when they had 
finished their meal, and had drawn their chairs 
ronnd the fire, " this is something like comfort ; 
I am quite of the opinion that a wife is a most 
essential part of one's household ; and that it is 
utterly impossible to be thoroughly jolly with- 
out one." 

" I am very glad you do think so, dear," an- 
swered Alice, smiling and slipping her soft, 
white hand into his, " because it would be rath- 
er awkward if you thought otherwise now." 

" So it would, my pet ; but I assure you the 
whole place looks as pretty and bright again to~ 
night as it has ever done before. Do you think 
you shall miss the old Limes, and feel as though 
you had not room to breathe here ? " 

" O, no, I hke this a great deal better, dear. 
1 really was half a&aid to move about after dark 
there, that black oak panelling and the great 
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big rooms are so dreary and ghost-like ; I tlimk 
this isa dear little snug house." 

"That's well; and now tell me what you 
think of my quaint little maid." 

" Well, she's rather odd." 

" Exactly. I lore oddities. I attended her 
mother in her last illness, and was so struck 
with the girl's strangeness, that I asked her if 
she would like to go to service, for I know poor 
old Ruth is nearly past work, and requires help. 
She said, 'Yea/ and so I hired her at once. 
She's B fiimous servant, beautifully clean, and 
quick, but queer — there's no mistake abont it. 
She never remembers any body's name ; so she 
invents one on the spot ; and as she never re- 
members that, she calls them by something dif- 
ferent, erery time she speaks of them. I am 
obliged now to ask for a description of their 
personal appearance, and fortunately there she 
is very accurate, and so I always know who has 
called." As he was speaking, the door opened, 
and Maria herself entered. 

" If you please, sir, — rather short, red hair, 
3 
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aBd marked ■with small-poi, wants to apeak to 
you." 

"Very good — show him ia the study." 

" Yes, sir, it's more convenient there ; ain't it ? " 

It was with difficulty Alice could control her 
laughter till the door was closed. 

" My dear Balph, does she always do ho ? " 
she asked, 

" Only to me ; she'll give you some name of 
her own invention, when your friends call, till 
you will be glad to adopt my plan, and have a 
personal description." 

" Then she always finishes her speech with a 
question." 

" Yea — another peculiarity. 0, she's charm- 
ing ; but I must go and see Mr. Bed Hair, alias 
Mason — he's got a sick wife, poor man, for 
whom I can do nothing — I fear she wants a 
nurse more than a doctor. Are you great in 
jellies and that kind of thing?" 

" Sick cookery ? Yes, I understand that, for 
we had poor mamma ill so long, and macbma 
showed me how to make all manner of things ; 
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and when dear papa was ill, I made them for 
him too." 

" What a dear clever little girl ! " he said, 
kissing her heartily. '* Will you make some- 
thing for this poor woman ? '* 

"Willingly, if Ruth will let me." 

" Ruth, poor old soul, she'll he glad enough 
to do so. She's an oddity too," he said, turn- 
ing back as he was leaving the room. " She 
never speaks, and that is very odd for a woman ; 
she has lived with me ten years, and I have 
seldom heard her say any thing but ' yes ' and 
'no.' It must be lonely in the kitchen for 
Maria." And with one of his merry laughs, 
Ralph went away to speak to Mason. 

When Alice awoke the next morning, it was 
with a brighter and happier feeling than she had 
had since she was married. The pale winter 
sun was shining into the cheerful little room ; 
and, with a kind of childish pleasure, she re* 
membered she was the mistress of " all she sur- 
veyed " — that it really was " home " — where 
■he was to be always with " dear Ralph ; " and 

* D,>:.n=,Cc)Ogle 
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BO she rose with freeh hope, and gladdened her 
husband with a face radiant with smiles. Then 
flhe had to take possession of her keys — the 
store cupboard key, and the linen cupboard, and 
the caddy, and the sideboard — such a grand 
bunch they made, hung on the ring Ealph gave 
her on purpose for them. Then there was the 
dinner to order, when she must encounter Buth, 
that frightened her terribly ; but as she felt tol- 
erably sure that she could order dinner, she 
determined to put a good face on the matter, 
and go boldly into her kitchen. And what a 
pretty little kitchen she thought it ! just like the 
toy kitchen she used to be so fond of playing 
with — the tins and covers were just as bright, 
the stove shone as much, and the dresser, with 
its rows of plates, seemed scarcely any bigger. 
Every thing was scrupulously clean ; and old 
Kuth herself might have passed for a toy, as 
prim and silent she stood there, awaiting her ' 
young mistress's orders. Luckily Alice knew 
perfectly well what she was about, and gave 
her orders so quietly, kindly, and sensibly, that 
• 
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Batli, tbough somewhat inclined to take a stem 
Tiew of the young housekeeper who had usurped 
her place, was melted into the nearest attempt 
at a smile that she had ever been betrayed 
into. 

" You must come and hare a chat with old 
Abel, dear," said Balph, when she returned to 
the drawing-room ; " he is most anxious to see 
' my lady,' Throw a shawl over your head ; he 
is close by the front door, cutting back some 
shrubs. Abel ! here's Mrs. Maynard come to 
speak to you," he said, as Alice, having thrown . 
a shawl about her, stood by the open door. 

The old man stopped his employment, and 
coming a step or two nearer, took off his cap, 
and made Alice a low and reverential bow. 

He would have made a fine study for a 
painter. His cheeks were like two rosy apples, 
and Ms hair, white as snow, hung down upon 
his shoulders j his pale blue eyes, sunk deep in 
his head, were shadowed by thick white eye- 
brows ; and notwithstanding he had seen near 
seventy winters, his teeth were still white and 
even. a ■ 
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" I'm glad to see you, lady. She looks like 
the first snowdrop, air," he continued, turning 
to Halph, — "just as gladsome to one's sight; 
she won't stand frott, sir; you'U excuse me, 
you know what I mean." 

" Yes, yea, Ahel, I understand you." 

" Ay, sir, there is a cutting wind, called 
neglect, has withered many such a plant as that. 
IVe seen it, sir, many a time. Shut it well 
out,, sir — shut it well out. Do you love 
flowers, ma'am ? " he asked, turning again to 
Alice. 

" 0, so very much ! '' she answered ; " and 
Balph tells me you are a capital gardener." 

" Time was, ma'am, time was ; but I We 
'em now as men do when they have nothing 
else to love. I always thought that nothing in 
nature, beautiful as it all is, was like the blessed 
flowers ; and somehow, now, when all the 
plants of my own nursery ground are blooming, 
1 humbly hope, in a better land, I love these 
the more. They're my lesson books ; every 
one of 'em whispers to me something, and I 
can talk to 'em like living things." 
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" Indeed, Abel, you must teach me. I can 
believe that in all nature we may leam lessona 
if we will." 

" Yes, ma'am, * sermons in stones, and good 
in every thing.' " 

" Ah, Alice," said Ealph, answering her 
look of astonishment, " our old friend is a great 
admirer of Shakespeare, I can teU you, and 
reads him diligently." 

" Well, ma*am, I'm a poor man, without 
much learning, and so I don't know as I'm 
saying any thing wrong ; hut in my opinion, it 
comes pretty nigh next to the Great Book. I 
know lots of it by heart: He must hare been 
a wonderful man ; and how he must hare loved 
and known about flowers ! If you'll honor me 
with a visit some day, I'll show you how, last 
summer, I amused myself with drying some 
. of them he names. I call it ' Shakespeare's 
Garden.' " 

" Thank you, Abel ; I shall like to see them 
very much." 

" She shall come, Abel ; hut I must take hei 
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in now ; the wind is cold, and I don't irant her 
for a patient." 

" No, no, eir ; take her in the warm house, 
hj all means. I wish yon good day, ma'am. 
It's a sweet flower, surely," murmured the old 
man, as he recommenced his work ; " and I 
hope this climate will agree with it." 

The next day was Sunday, and so, after Alice 
had been seen at church, it was thought neces- 
sary to call on her ; and so, all Monday and 
Tuesday, she waa kept in a state of nerrous 
excitement by repeated visitors, for Melton was 
a very gay place in its way, and the people were 
very much inclined to be sociable. There was 
the squire and his wife, the lawyer and his wife 
and three daughters, and several small farmers 
and their families, two or three old maids, the 
young vicar, and an old lady, the widow of a 
naval officer, to whom Alice took an especial ■ 
fancy. Her mild, sweet lace waa so gentle and 
so loving, that she felt she had found a friend ; 
and when she rose to go, and took Alice's hands 
in both of hers, and said in her low, earnest 

cr.:.. ..Google 
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Toice, " I seldom go out, my dear ; 1 am too 
old ; but I shall be always pleased to see you, 
and to serve you if lean," Alice could not resist 
the impulse which made her bend forward, and 
print a loving kiss on her brow. 

The old lady looked up with a puzzled, but 
pleased expression, and saying, " Bless you, my 
sweet child ; be sure to come and see me," she 
departed, leaving Alice for the rest of the day 
haunted by her fece and voice, and unable to 
talk of any thing else when her husband came 
home. 

" And our yonng vicar — what do you think 
of Mm 1 1 expected to find you raving of bim, 
instead of old Mrs. Stanley." 

" 0, I tike him very much ; he seems a 
nice, earnest fellow, who loves his work." 

" That he does ; he is most active, I won- 
der he is not married," 

" He thanked me," answered Alice, " for 
sending that pudding to Mrs. Mason, for he 
said that he bad no wife to attend to such mat- 
ters, and he was very pleased and tbankfdl when 
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any of his parishioners would ; and he said » 
great many pretty things about you." 

" Which increased your good opinion of him, 
eh I old lady ? " 

" Now that is so shamefiiUy conceited of 
you, Ralph, that I won't tell you any more — 
tliere now." 

" Very well, then, we'll go to dinner and 
talk politics." 

Alice laughingly assented ; but still she 
found herself continually revertii^ to that 
" dear old Mrs. Stanley." 

And so the time went on, and daily Alice 
grew happier, more contented, and found her- 
self losing, by degrees, the sense of depression 
which was, at first, so painful. She busied her- 
self, after her household duties, with seeing to 
the poor among her husband's patients, and 
fi-om all she heard the same story — his good- ' 
ness, his skill, how often he had forgiven them 
theii' bills, how many a n^ht he had sat up 
with bad cases, where they were too poor to pay 
a nurse ; and she would go home from these 
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Tisits with fresh pride in her husband, fresh de- 
tenuiaatioa to encourage him in every good, 
and stimulate him to even renewed exertions. 

And how bright it made her own home look, 
to come from those wretched cottages, where 
the sick and suffering were lying so devoid of 
any comforts, much less those which their pain- 
ful situation so much needed, — the carpetless 
floors, the broken windows, the rickety furni- 
ture, and smoky chimneys ; to come irom all 
this to that little cottage, so full of all those 
comforts which brighten a home, taught her a 
lesson of content she hoped never to foi^eL 
Though her mother and father had always been 
very good to the poor in giving to them at 
Christmas, and sending food and money to the 
sick, Alice had never seen before any such sad 
cases as she was now daily witnessing. One or 
two clean, cheerful old women, round about the 
limes, she had of^en gone to chat with or to 
read to ; but the sick, disabled parent, lying on 
a mattress, with the young children, cold and 
hungry, standing round, the eldest of them^ 
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perhaps, but ten years old, striving to ieep the 
others clean, to mend and make and cook for 
them, her eyes filhng with tears at the fruitless 
efforts, and at the knowledge which she alone 
of all the poor little ones possessed, that 
" mammy will never rise again from that sick 
bed," and that she shall be left with all these 
helpless children, — such cases, and alas 1 they 
are too frequent every where, made Alice's 
heart ache. But she knew she must not only 
Borrow for them, but help them; and so her 
fingers now went nimbly to work, and with 
Buth's help, little frocks and pinafores were 
multiplied, and carried to rejoicing little ones, 
whose eyes sparkled at such clothes ! And 
soon Alice and the young vicar grew quite inti- 
mate, so o&en did they meet beneath those poor 
cottage roofe. Wherever a clean muslin cur- 
tain, or piece of new carpet, was, he would 
smilingly point and say, " Mrs. Maynard has 
been here." 

He worked himself, day and night, in hb 
parish, and it cheered him to find, among his 
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pariBhioners, any bo ready to assist him as the 
Maynards. Frequently he came now to their 
house, and passed many a happy, quiet evening 
there, until the " coming home " of Maynard's 
wife seemed to him, as well as many others, a 
blessing to the parish. 

Alice had been at her new home but a month 
or two, when she one morning received a letter 
from a cousin of hers, inviting herself to come 
and spend a week or two with them. She was 
to be married in the summer, she said, and was 
going abroad, and, therefore, it would be long 
before she saw her again. Alice showed the 
letter to Ralph, and asked him what she 
must do. 

" Tell the young woman we shall be happy 
to see her, of c6urEe. I suppose the spare 
room will do for her. Is she a great lady ? " 

" Well, dear, she has every thing very nice 
At home, certainly ; she is my uncle's only 
child, and he is very rich, with a nice house in 
town, and pretty place in the country besides, 
and they are very gay." 
3 
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" Well, you can but do your beet to make 
her comfortable ; she has asked herself, aad I 
suppose she does not expect a village doctor to 
live on turtle soup and golden pippin pie every 
day, to eat off silver, or to sleep on down." 

" Certainly not, dear Ralph. Then I will 
vrite, and tell her we shall be pleased to see 
her, if she can make herself happy with such 
humble people." 

" Exactly so." 

The letter vras accordingly written and de- 
spatched, and Alice began to arrange the spare 
room. Of course, she had often st^id at her 
uncle's t and she began to wonder if Laura 
would be able to put up with that small room, 
after her lai^ one, with a dressing room at-' 
tached ; with the painted deal furniture instead 
of the rosewood and marble ; with the dimity 
hangings instead of the damask ; and her heart 
failed her at the thought of her first gaest. 
However, she made the room look as nice as 
cleanliness and comfort coyld make it, giving 
up her own lounging chair, and many of her 
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ornamenta, to adorn and add to ita agreeable 
appearaace, and endeavored to conteat herself 
with feeling she had done her best. And, 
really, ^hen she came to give one look round, 
an hour or two before she expected her cousin, 
and found the brightest of firea sparkling and 
glowing in every corner of the room, and the 
hangings looking so dazzlingly white, and the 
amall toilet table all pink and white maalin, 
with pink bows, she thought it did look very 
pretty, and no one could object to sleep there. 
But she felt very nervous, and anxious, too ; 
it was her very first guest, and she was so afraid 
something would go wrong, and that then she 
would go away and say what a bad housekeeper 
she was, and Balph would be vexed ! And then 
she feared he would come in, as he often did, 
muddy and dirty into the drawing room, and 
would be too tired to dress for dinner ; and that 
the dinner would not be well cooked and well 
sent in. The Harcourts gave their cook twenty 
guineas ; poor old Ruth could not be expected to 
compete with her ; and she wished she had not 
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ordered fish firom town, Sot it w&e eatUx a diffi- 
cult thing to dress well ; and if it should be 
greasy and iHoken, how dieadful that would 
be ! She had ordered dinner at six, expecting 
her cousin about Eve. It was now &ve, and 
Kalph was not in ; but she was dressed and 
ready. She had put on her very prettiest dress, 
and taken unusual pains with her hair, for she 
knew . Laura was go particular ; and she waa 
rather contented with her appearance, and felt 
that Balph would be pleased toa 0, if he 
would only come in and get dressed himself 
before Laura came. She was growing so fid- 
gety that she could neither work nor read. At 
length the sound of wheels on the crisp ground 
announced an arrival, and in a few more mo- 
ments a loud knock at the front door summoned 
Maria, and Alice opened the drawing-room 
door, and came forward to meet her cousin. A 
rush of cold air, and an apparition o£ velvet 
and fur, which seized Alice in a hearty embrace, 
proclaimed that the expected guest was really 
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"Well, dear Alice, here I am; but, good- 
neu, what toads! What a journey fi:om the 
station ! I thought I never should get here. 
Mamma sent Cooper -with me ; I suppose he 
can get a bed at the inn, for I won't incommode, 
you with himj and he can't get back for the last 
train." 

" Oj yea j he can get a bed there, no doubt. 
I fear we really have not one to offer him ; but 
he will come in and hare some supper ? " said 
Alice, in her heart exceeding sorry, that the 
great man Cooper should inspect her kitchen, 
or mix with her eerrants. 

" O, yes ; he'll be all i^ht. You dear little 
thing I to think you're really married, and this 
is your own house I " she continued, throwing 
up her thick lace veil, and looking round the 
room. " What a ' very tiny place it is, my 
dear I I never saw any thing so funny ! " and 
the laugh with which this was said grated on 
Alice's ear painfully, but she answered,. — 

" I thought it small, coming from the Limes ; 
but now I am used to it, I don'^t find it so ; and 
I like it very much." 
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" O, doubtless. Use, they say, la second na- 
ture ; but I feel as though I should be smoth- 
ered in such a mite of a place. But where's 
the ' Sposo ' 1 " 

" Not home yet, he is so busy ; but if you 
will come to your room, and take off your 
things, he will, I hope, be home by the time 
you are ready, I ordered dinner at six." 

" Very well, love ; you show the way, and 
I will follow." 

" This ia your room, dear I.auia," said Alice, 
throwing open the door ; " and I sincerely hope 
you won't be smothered." 

Laura laughed as she answered, " No, no ; 
that was a figure of speech, Alice ; but in sum- 
mer time, the danger would become more real, 
I thiuk." 

" Do you want any one to help you dress ? 
I will willingly be your maid if you re- 
quire it." 

" O, no, thank you ; I have travelled too 
much to be helpless now. You have a maid, I 
suppose, though I " 
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" Dear me, no, Laura ; you forget I have 
married a poor man." 

" Ah, true, love ; a great mistake that But 
I must make myself respectable, or I shall keep 
your dinner waiting. You are dressed, I sup- 
pose ? How pretty those kind of dresses were 
when they were fashionable. They are quite 
gone out now." 

Alice made no reply to this; but desiring 
her cousin to be sure to ring if she wanted any 
thing, went down- stairs. Kalph had not re- 
turned, but as he always desired her not to 
wait, she told Maria to bring dinner in at 
six. 

" Yes, ma'am. It will be better — won't it ? 
Master never likes you to wait, does he ? And 
I suppose Miss Thompson will be ready — 
won't she?" 

" Miss Harcourt will be ready, Maria, I 
think." 

" Ah, sure ! Harcourt ; I always do forget 
names — don't I ? I'd better poke up the fire 
— hadn't I ? " And so saying, and as usual, not 
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vudng for a reply, slie attended to the fire and 
left the room. 

Just as dinner was announced, Laura came 
iown, in certainly, as Alice thought it, the most 
elegant of toilets ; so beautiful was the material, 
BO well made, and so well put on, that the feel- 
ing of contentment at her own appearance was 
entii'ely gone. They sat down to dinner after 
she had apologized for lEUlph's absence j and 
the room did appear to Alice smaller than ever, 
as she saw her cousin look round it and slightly 
raise her shoulders. 

" I think we had better have the door open, 
Maria, the room feels so very warm," she said. 
" Do you not find it so, Laura dear ? " 

" Well, rather, dear, I do," But no sooner 
was it opened than she began to shiver and com- 
plain of draughts, and so the door was closed 
again. "O, never mind, dear Alice, let me 
have a shawl, small rooms are so diflBcult to 
regulate. Always too hot or too cold ; if I 
have a shawl the door can be open." 

" Shall I fetch Miss Harrison one, ma'am i " 
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" Tea, Haria, you had better ; take these 
covers first." The girl did so, and then left the 
room for the shavl. 

"Maria will never call you by your right 
name, Laura ; it is a peculiarity of hers ; she 
can remember no names." 

" She is rather peculiar altogether — is she 
not?" 

" Yes, very. My husband delights in oddi- 
ties. 0, here he cornea," she continued, as she 
heard the front door open. " I am bo glad I 
poor fellow, he .must be so hungry ! " 

It was Kalph, and he entered the room at 
once. 

•* "Well, old girl, had you almost given me 
up. How d'ye do. Miss Harcourt? A doc- 
tor's time is never his own ; that you must un- 
derstand, so I need not make apologies. Here, 
Maria," he said, as the girl entered with Laura's 
shawl, " take my great-coat, and I will sit down 
as I am, for to say I am hungry is only a poor 
way of expressing my feelings." 

" Maria will give you a light to go up, dear, 
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and Eath is keeping a "Wliting -warm for yoU,** 
said Alice,' nervously, for she saw an expression 
on her visitor's face which was any thing but 
agreeable. 

" No, no, never mind ; I don't consider we've 
any company; you're one of the femily — are 
you not ? " he continued, looking at Laura, as 
he drew his chair to the table. " On the 
strength of it, we'll take a glass of vrine to- 
gether." 

Laura took the proffered glass and bowed 
with the greatest dignity. Alice began to ask 
twenty questions without waiting for an answer, 
and Ralph seemed to her to talk louder and 
appear rougher than she had ever known him. 
She was most thankful when dinner was ended, 
and they left Ralph to hia wine. 

In the drawing room, Laura became again 
more conversational, and anecdotes and recol- 
lections of their early years beguiled the time 
till the tea came in ; then Ralph joined them, 
and they got through the evening, hut to Alice, 
in a very unsatis&ctory way. Continually she 
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kept contrasting her cousin's appearance vith 
hers, and feeling how she lost by the compari- 
son, and thinking how the handsome fumituce 
and lofty rooms of her uncle's hooee must make 
Laura look with utter contempt on such a hum- 
ble home as hers, till over and over again she 
wished she had never consented to receive her. 
Vexed with herself, her husband, her house, 
and every thing, poor Alice retired to rest that 
night in no enviable frame of mind. She en- 
deavored not to show it, but Ralph saw there 
was something wrong ; but imagining it might 
be some family concerns which had vexed her, 
and which he, perhaps, was not to know, went 
to sleep, happily persuaded that all would be 
well the next day. 

AHce was very silent all the time she was 
dressing in the morning, and before they went 
down she came up to Ealph, and putting her 
arm round his neck said, " Dear Balph, will 
you do your little wife a. great favor?" 
"Of course, little wife, if I can." 
" Well then, dear, will you pleaie dress for 
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dinner to-day. I don't think Laura understands 
your sitting down to table just as you are, iu 
your rough walking clothes and muddy boots." 
" Laura ! Stuff and nonsense I " he answered. 
"If I sit down to table with my own wife so, 
why am I to alter for her ridiculous nonsense ? 
No, no, Alice, understand me, once for alL 
Your grand relations may come here as much 
as they like, and I will give them a hearty wel- 
come if they're willing to put up with my ways ; 
but I'm not going to alter them to please their 
fiddle-faddle fashionable notions. I saw at a 
glance Miss Harcouit was a dignified, stuck-up 
young lady, such as would never get on with 
me. Now, she's your cousin, my dear, and 
therefore I am quite willing she should stay 
with you as long as you both like ; but if you 
please, no interference with me. I'm a man of 
business, and I have neither time nor inclina- 
tion for being a lady's man ; and if Miss Har- 
court can't eat her dinner because I've not a 
white wEustcoat on and polished boots, the sooner 
ihe goes home the better." 
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Alice was too much astonislied at the length 
and Tehemence of this Bpeeck to make any re- 
ply ; but elie did think it harsh and unkind, and 
her eyes £Iled with tears as she tnmed away. 
Balph did not see them. He had "said his 
say ; " he meant no unkindness, and never 
dreamed she would think so ; so be finished his 
toilet whistling an opera air, and went down to 
breakfast as cheerful as ever. 

Laura was not down, but she sent word by Ma- 
ria that they were not to wait ; so, as he had many 
patients wtuting for him, he began his break&st, 
and was just finishing when Laura came down. 

" You told us not to wait, dear," said Alice, 
apologetically, " and as Kalph has his patients 
to attend to, he has taken you at your word ; 
but I have not breakfasted." 

" I really meant you not to wait, for I thought 
^ should not get down till to-morrow. I could 
not get dressed, somehow." 

"Indeed! how was that. Miss Hai-court? 
Did you miss your maid? " asked Balph, with 
something which sounded to Alice like a sneec 
4 
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" No 1 but I had a thousand disastera in 
the way of upsetting things, and not having 
enough water, and waiting while youi veiy dil- 
atory maid got more, and sundry such hinder- 
ances to a succeBefid toilet." 

" It is quite evident, then, that you must be 
an accomplished artiste ; for, notwithstanding, 
you have been eminently successful," said 
Ealpb. And, certainly, the taste and beauty of 
her dress merited the compliment 

O, the perversity of womankind ! Alice had 
been, that very morning, urging Ralph to be 
polite to her cousin ; and now, as he uttered this 
speech, the tears she had been struggling with 
again rose to her eyes, as she remembered he 
had never once admiied her dress, and yet she 
took such pains to suit his taste. Truly, as 
she looked down at her plain French merino 
vrith its country make, and the profusely* 
trimmed and &shionably-made glac^ silk beside 
her, she could not but admit there was a wide 
diSerence ; and again that sense of dissatistac- 
tion with herself and all about her overpowered 
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her, and her breakfast "went away untasted. It 
was not perceived by either of her companions, 
for Balph eoon went out, and Laura busied her- 
self in the newspaper. She looked up when 
Alice asked her if she would take any more 
break&st, and said,— 

" No, thank you, love ; and pray do not 
trouble your mind about me, if you have house- 
keeping duties, for I am quite amused for the 
next hour ; but surely I see tears. Alice, is it 
possible so soon ? Ah, poor girl I Well, as 
we make our bed so we must lie on it, says 
the old adage ; but I can understand what it 
must be to you, coming £rom your home, and 
your well-bred &ther, to this. But one thing 
remember, love, the diamond is rough till it's 
polished." 

" I don't know what you mean, nor what 
you're talking of," said Alice, vexed enough 
that, in spite of herself, the tears would Sow. 
" I am only a little out of sorts this morning." 

" 0, I beg your pardon, dear ; it was my fan- 
cy then, I dare say ; you know we always were 
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differeBtly constitated ; bat I could not bear it, 
sjid would not." 

Alice made no reply, but turned and left the 
room. Maria was in the kitchen when she 
went in. 

" 0, dear me, ma'am, that MisB Hamilton 
just is a fidgety lady — an't she? Why, I 
wouldn't be her serrant for fifty hundred pounds 
a year, or more — would I ? " 

" I suppose, Maria, you had not put all that 
you ought in the room, or you would not have 
been rung for so often." 

" Bless you, ma'am, it was as much as any 
thing to find her things which she'd got scat- 
tered about ; and such a sight of clothes 1 dear 
me, it was no wonder she could not find 'em, 
ma'am — was it ? " 

Alice, as usual, made no reply to this ques- 
tion; but, having settled her domestic affiiirs 
with S.uth, she returned to the drawing room, 
and asked Laura if she would wish to go oat. 

" Well, dear, I think it would be a good 
thing to do, for it is so cold ; the draught &om 
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under the door is dreadful ; my blood feela per- 
fectly congealed. There, see now, it blowH up 
the carpet." 

Alice had never noticed that before, but it 
did do BO, certainly, and the room did feel cold 
and damp. 

" We will take a walk, a nice, long, quick 
one, and that wiU warm us. I have no amuse- 
ment to offer you, dear Laura ; but you know 
you are self-invited. I should never have 
dreamed of asking you to such a place." 

" My dear girl, I'm very happy ; I like the 
change. I should not like it always, I own ; 
but for a change, it's fim." 

" They tell me the walks about are lovely, 
but I have not had much time to go and explore 
them yet. The clergyman here has no wife or 
sister, and therefore I have been busier amongst 
the poor than I should have been otherwise ; 
and some of Ralph's patients are so sadly poor 
and destitute." 

" And so yoa do the Lady Bountiful, eh ? 
Well, chacwi d son gout! I could never see 
4» 
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the pleasure of going into dirty cott^es, and 
interfering with what certainly does not concern 
us. It ia fax better to put one's money down 
Bs a subscription to some of England's noble 
charities, which really are doing good, than 
waste one's own time and that of the poor we 
go to visit J but, however, that's only an indi- 
vidual opinion. Let us go for our walk ; but 
no visiting to-day, mind," she said, laughing. 

" No, certainly, if you do not like it. I 
should like to have taken you to see old Abel 
Plumptree, out gardener, he is such a charac- 
ter ; and I have promised ever since I have been 
here to call, and have not had time." 

" 0, well, I don't mind just going to one 
person like that ; but to be flying out of one 
little stuffy, dirty cottage into another, vrithout, 
as it appears to me, any definite purpose what- 
ever, T cannot like, or enter into ; but if you 
have any thii^ amusii^ to show, pray, by all 
means, let us go." 

And so as soon as they were equipped, they 
started, and at the end of a small grassy lane. 
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discoTeied Abel's cottage. There -was so little 
just then to do in the garden, that be only came 
now for half a day ; so they found him at 
home. 

He was seated in his easy chair, a present 
last Christmas from Ralph, as lie told them, 
sorting and writing on some packets of seeds. 
The large chimney, with its Dutch tiles, and 
wood fire burning on the hearth ; the high 
mantel-piece above it, bronzed with the smoke ; 
the old twisted-legged table against the wall, oa 
which lay a large Bible and prayer book ; the 
old-fashioned comer cupboard filled with china, 
which a curiosity dealer would have jumped to 
bay ; the nursling plants on a small round 
table in the window ; and the beautiful collec- 
tion of grasses, which, in two very old glasses, 
stood on the shelf, wavii^ with the slight- 
est Btir in the room, — formed excellent accom- 
paniments to tbe picture which tlie venerable 
old man would have made. A glad smile 
brightened his iace as his visitors entered. 

" I am so pleased to see you, ma'am," he 
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Bald ; " I have long been looking for this pleas- 
ure. Will you take chairs, ladies ? " 

" We-are bound for a long walk to warm us, 
Abel ; but we will sit down a few minutes j we 
want to see your Shakespeare garden." 

" I shall be proud to show it you, I'm sure. 
Do you know, ma'am," he said, turning to 
Laura, " I'm so fond of flowers, that they seem 
always in my thoughts, like, and any one I see 
I compare to some flower ? " 

" Indeed ; have you fixed on one for me ? " 

" 0, yes, ma'am, that's all settled," he an- 
swered, smiling. 

" Well, let me know, what am I ? " 

" Why, then it is — I can't tell you the 
name, but I hare it in my mind ; it's a hot- 
house plant ; it rears its head above every thing 
else, and looks as though it meant to order, not 
obey." 

" Well, Alice," said Laura, lai^hir^, " would 
you know the picture ? " 

" I think I should ; but let us see your col- 
lection, please, Abel, for we must be going," 
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said Alice, as though to stop farther conver- 
sation. 

So the old man rose, and opening a cupboard 
m the wall, took irom it a book, in which, beau- 
tifully dried, were specimens of rue, rosemary, 
pansies, nettles, columbine, roses, lilies, prim- 
rosea, violets, fennel, cowslips, oxlips, thyme, 
eglantine, and woodbine, with the name of the 
play under each, in which they were mentioned. 
It was most neatly done, and of course they de- 
lighted the old man with their approbation ; 
and Alice told him, if he would take the trouble 
to do a smaller book for her, she should like to 
buy it of him. 

" No, no, ni do it and welcome ; but buy it 
af^ all your husband's goodness to me? I 
shoLdd think not. It's payment enough to me 
that you like it ; and it will amuse me to do it 
for you, if I live to see the bright beauties glow 
again ; but every autumn, when I see them die, 
I wish them good by, for I feel I may not live 
to see them any more. But I think (and I hope 
it is not wrong to think so) that they'll be* 
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tliete ! " lie continued, reverently pointing up- 
wards, " They are so very beautiful ; and as 
they look so to us now, how will they look with, 
the light of heaven on them ! Many a time, 
when things have gone wrong with me, and I 
have felt cross and put out, I have gone and 
looked at my flowers ; and they've soon driven 
away the black dog. They seem always to 
cheer me somehow, and they all talk to me ; the 
daisy says, ' Here I am a little humble flower, 
seldom noticed, often trampled under foot even ; 
but I bloom on cheerily, and never strive to be 
any thing but what I am.' Then the violet 
teaches me that our good deeds will all be found 
out and repaid, however humble and hidden 
from the world we may be, like as the sweet 
scent of the little flower guides us to its hiding 
place among the leaves. The tall, white lily is 
to me like truth ; and when I look at its beau- 
tiful pure leaves, and think how a mere speck 
would spoil them, it warns me how a little sin 
will stain the soul. Sut, dear heart, ladies, how 
- 1 do run on I you must excuse me, it is so long 
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tiuce I've seea any^company, that I get too free, 
I fear." 

" Not at all," answered Laura, for somehow 
Alice could not speak ; " we are pleased to hear 
you talk, only we must not foi^et our walk. 
Shall we start, Alice ? " 

Alice nodded assent, and shaking warmly the 
old man's hand, the cousins \eit the cottage. 
He walked to the door and looked after them, 
and shaking his head, mormiired, " The snow- 
drop droops a little ; surely the frost has never 
touched it yet ? " 

After they had walked some little distance in 
silence, Laura said, " I like your old man very 
much, Alice ; but I suppose he is very much 
above the average of your poor neighbors ? " 

" 0, yes, very much ; he seems curiously 
self-taught, and more naturally refined than any 
of the class I have ever met with." 

*' Yes, I think it's very well your going to 
see him occasionally, but I really wotdd advise 
your giving up the habit of going to the poor 
xegularly, I think it's very absurd of Balph to 
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Tirge it ; and you really must not begin by doing 
every single thing your husband wishes. It's 
absurd j you'll become a perfect slave, I can 
assure you. I mean, on principle, to oppose 
every thing my husband requests me to do at 
£rat, and then afterwards every thing I do will 
appear a &vor, and be will value it. You are 
a great deal too meek ; now, the very idea of 
your allowing him to sit down to dinner in his 
muddy boots I I should have said, ' You or I 
don't dine ! ' You're tame, my dear child, 
tame ; yon will become a perfect nonentity, and 
your husband himself will learn to think so, 
and treat yoa like the chairs and tables ; and 
now we are on the matrimonial topic, tell me 
how it is you dress so dowdily — is that his 
wish?" 

" Not at all, Lanra ; I dress in accordance, 
I think, with my station and position. Dear 
papa could not afford a very large sum for my 
trousseau, nor did I wish it." 

" But you see, my dear, Balph evidently likes 
dress, and takes notice of it, by the way he 
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remarked mine, and all such little attractions 
help to rivet the chain," 

" I did not think my things veie any of them 
ugly, Laura, or very much out of date. I have 
only been married two months, and they "were 
made from a fashion book then." 

" Exactly ; but that was the mistake, my dear. 
I shall have scarcely any thing made ; I shall 
hny the material, and have it made up as I want 
it, according to the fashion." 

" But, my dear Lanra, do you mean that the 
&ehion of our things wants changing every 
month ? I expect my clothes to last me a twelve- 
month, so that Ralph may be neither bothered 
■with dressmakers' or drapers' bills." 

*' Another mistake, love ; he will then be 
horrified when he does get them, and exclaim 
at the hardship of having to pay them, simply 
because you have not accustomed him to it from 
the beginning. Depend on it, £dward will 
know what a milliner's bill is before we've been 
married a twelvemonth. Why, the men make 
the most al»urd fuss about us, and tow they 
5 
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shall din if we won't marry tkem ; let them 
pay for us then. If we're worth having we're 
worth paying for, and the more we go without 
the more we may. My advice is, keep yoar 
husband's house well, give him always a well- 
cooked, well-served dinner, and a well-dressed 
wife at the head of his table ; and if you think 
his means won't afford this, don't marry him ; 
he'll never thank you for saving his money at 
the risk of his feeling ashamed of you or his 
table." 

" I hope there is no fear of that, Laura. 
We do not profess to live as you do. I should 
scarcely be doing my duty to my husband, I 
think, if I kept such a table as you keep at 
home." 

" No, no, dear, of course not ; there is no 
necessity for that. Still there is a way, if you 
make a study of it, of having very elegant lit- 
tle dinners, at very small expense." 

" But Ralph is a regular John Bull, and 
likes good roast joints, and not those kind of 
things which he would call ' kickshaws.' " 
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" 0, but I should make him like it. It is 
easy enougli to make Um, or any man, do what 
you like." 

" I did not so read the marriage service, dear 
Laura. However, I have no doubt your hus- 
band will he a model one, and youi household 
likewise ; but I don't suppose we are likely to 
^ree on the management of husbands any 
more than on that of children, if we had any to 
discuss about ; so let ub defer our next argument 
till we have," said Alice, trying to speak play- 
fiUly; but her heart was very full, and she 
felt more inclined to cry than laugh, and she 
said but little else during their walk home. 
Yet Laura did not seem to perceive that any 
thing was amiss, and rattled on about London 
and its gayeties, leaving Alice but little occasion 
to speak. When they reached home, Laura, 
after taking off her things, brought down her 
desk to write some letters. Alice wished to 
work ; she had some £annel work on hand for 
the poor, but she feared to bring it out lest she 
should excite Laura's ridicule, and so she read 
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a little while Laura wrote ; but she found it so 
diiEcuIt to keep her atteution, that she threw 
the book aaide, and tried some fancy work ; but 
then the thought of the ^sappointment of the 
little children to whom she had promised the 
petticoata, worried her so, that she put that 
away also, and determined to take up the flan- 
nel, and not care what Laura Baid. 

"My dear child," said Laura, looking up 
from her writing, " is that • Dorcas work ' 7 " 

" You may call it so if you will ; it ia for 
some poor children, who have no mother, that 
I am making these." 

" You had much better be making your hus- 
band a pair of slippers, to coax him not to come 
into your drawing room in dirty boots." 

" That's a matter of opinion, like every thing 
else, my dear Laura." 

" O, yes, distinctly." And then there was 
silence again, and Laura continued her writing 
snd Alice her work. 

At one they lunched, and the vicar, who 
called at the time, limched with them, and so 
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the day TFent by till four o'cloct, when jElalph 
came home. He had some letters to write, he 
said, and not many patients to see ; therefore he 
had come home early. He vent into his little 
Btudyto write, where he remained till past five, 
and tlien, to Alice's astonishment, came up 
stairs to dress for dinner. 

" Dear Balph dresBing," she said ; " whom 
ia that to please, eh ? " 

" Laura Harconrt, my dear." 

The smile which had lighted Alice's £ice 
faded suddenly, and she continued her own 
toilet in sileoce. At dinner Ralph was partic- 
ularly courteous and attentive to Laura, and foe 
the first time complained of the dinner — ' 
thought Buth was past her work, or she would 
never send in such huge joints, and such heap& 
of vegetables. 

" Buth said you liked it," Alice answered 
Texed beyond measure at his finding fault be- 
fore Lauia, to whom she had declared the din- 
ner was to his liking. 

" The old woman Is in her dotage, I think. 
5" 



I never found fault witli lier when I was by 
myself J it was too much troable ; but I married 
a wife on purpose that she might." 

Alice did not see the mirthful, mischieroua 
glance with which this was said ; and Laura's 
worda — that he would soon consider her a 
nonentity, no better than the chairs and tables 
— rushed into her mind, and she made no an- 
swer except with a heavy sigh she could not 
control. Ralph staid but a short time after 
the ladies left the dining room, and when he 
joined them, asked his wife to sing ; but all the 
discomfort which had been growing and foster- 
ing in her heart for the last day or two, was no 
aid to singing, and though she at once complied 
with his request, it was a failure. He said 
merely, as she rose from the piano, " You're 
out of voice, love," and then asked Laura to 
sing. She was an accomplished musician, and 
therefore Balph, passionately fond of music, 
and a good judge, was delighted ; he stood be- 
side her turning the leaves, and begging for 
song after song, while poor little Alice sat unno 
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ti.ceil, stitching at the flannel, scarcely able to 
see for the large tears which kept welling up in 
her eyes. 

At length, unable to bear it any longer, she 
went to her own room, and flinging herself on 
her bed, burst into a passionate fit of weeping. 
And then she remembered the gentle voice 
which had said so kindly she should be glad to 
see her and to aerve her, and she wished she 
could lay her head on the dear old lady's bosom, 
and tell her all her grief j but Mrs. Stanley 
she knew was away, — she had been sent for to 
a dying eister, — and go there was no one she 
could speak to, no one she could ask to comfort 
her, no one who would understand her. 

Ay, truly, such " little cares " as these are 
very hard to bear — harder from the &ct that 
they cannot be understood by others, that they 
are essentially a burden we must bear unassist- 
ed, for it is impossible to explain or express 
them ; even to herself Alice could scarcely give 
a name to her grief. What was the matter ? 
Simply, that her cousin Laura had found fiiult 
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Trith her bouse, and that her husband had 
dressed for dinner to please Laura, positively 
in compliance with her own request, and that 
he had been naturally very much pleased with 
his guest's excellent singing. What was there 
in all this to cause those bitter tears ? Who 
could possibly understand that she had cause 
for sorrow ? 

Alice, — but One. 

Commit thy trifles to God, for to him is 
nothing trivial. He alone knows the bitterness 
of the heart ; and blessed is the thought, that 
in these petty and trying cares be sympathizes 
with and sends us comfort, if we will only 
*' cast all our care on bim, for he careth for us." 
Our earthly friends can sorrow with us in our 
great trials, in the loss of friends and fortune, 
in sickness, and such like troubles ; but in those 
little cares to which we ourselves can give no 
name, there is only our heavenly Friend who 
can soothe and calm us. 

Alice loved her husband dearly ; ber life's 
aim was to make him a good wife, to make his 
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itome happy, to do her duty iu the stattoa 
of life to which she had been called ,- and till 
Laura came ehe felt she was succeeding, but 
since every thing Beemed wrong. And now 
she felt Kalph was beginning to think so also, 
and to compare the cousins to her disadvantage; 
it mai a grief for so young a wife, and bitterly 
ehe felt it. 

She cried till her head ached so she could 
scarcely lift it from the pillow ; and so, ringing 
for Maria, she begged her to tell her master 
that she had gone to bed with a bad headache, 
and she wished Miss Harcourt good night. 
The consequence was, that Balph came up at 
once. 

"Why, old lady, what has given you the 
headache ? " he asked. 

"I don't know," was the answer — that 
" white lie " so often spoken. 

" I'll make you a lotion and bathe your head 
for you, and it will soon be better ; don't cry 
about it." 

Alice made no answer to this, for she felt 
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rather indignant at his thinking she was crying 
at a headache ; and though she had struggled 
to conceal her teaia that he might not be 
alarmed, was vexed that, having discerned 
them, he did not express concern, but merely 
set them down to the pain of her head. 

He made the lotion, and very tenderly 
bathed her burning head and eyes, which was 
certainly very pleasant and soothing. 

" I shall not go down again," he swd j " I 
have wished Miss Harcourt good night ; she 
realty is not half so bad, and I like her a great 
deal better than I did ; and she sings gloriously. 
However, I must not talk to you to-night ; I 
should advise your going regularly to bed, and 
getting to sleep as quickly as possible." 

" Yes, I think it would be the beat thing ; 
my head is cooler now, and I can bathe it my- 
self if you put the lotion near me. I can't 
talk ; so good night, dear.*' 

"Good night, love; I hope your head will 
be'bettet to-morrow; I shall be very quiet." 

And be was very quiet, she could not but 
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admit ; no one could call him rough now ; ahe 
could scarcely hear the slightest movement in 
the room. It was long ere she fell asleep, but 
when she did sleep she woke no more till morn- 
ing, and found then that with the night the 
heaviness had passed awaj. Perhaps she bad 
been very silly and foolishly tenacious; she 
would rise with fresh resolutions, and determine 
to be cheerful and hopeful as ever. So she 
came down to breakfast with a bright ikce, and 
the trio were very merry ; it was the pleasant- 
est meal they had bad since Laura had been 
with them. Ralph immediately after break&st 
said he must go out to see his patients, but said 
he would be back by luncheon, to drive them 
to an old ruin, which he said was the only 
" lion " thereabouts, and it therefore must be 
shown to their guest. 

" And one day we must drive Laura to see 
mamma and papa, Balph, or they will be of- 
fended," said Alice, 

" It is almost too &r for a drive this winter 
time, dear." 
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" Is it ? Why, how did you manage, ■when 
papa was ill, to get backwards and forwards ? " 

" Why, my dear girl, I lived ten miles near- 
er ; I lodged then at old Mrs. Chapman's." 

" 0, so yoa did ; I had forgotten ; and, be* 
sides, we shall see them all at the Limes on 
papa's birthday. Tbey had asked ns, and I 
suppose Laura will be included," said Alice, 
smiling. 

" Well, dear, I imagine my aunt and uncle 
will not dislike seeing me, considering, too, I 
am going to be married and got out of their 
way for years." 

"Yes, that is to be considered, certainly," 
answered Kalph, laughing ; " but I must be off; 
BO good by, ladies, for the present," 

As soon as he was gone, Laura and Alice sat 

down to their work, Alice to her flannel, and 

Laura to some embroidery lor her wedding 

clothes. They worked in silence for some time, 

. and then Laura s^d, laughingly, — 

" Tou little Dorcas, how you do stitch 
away ! " 

D,>:«,=,Cl)Oglt 
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" Tes, I'm very induBtrious — am I not ? " 
"It's not decidedly drawing-room work, I 
think — is it I I should do such a thing, if I 
did it at all, in my room." 
" It's too cold there." 
" Wty not have the fire lighted ? " 
" Because coals are dear, Iiaura." 
" Well, Alice, 1 don't understand you at all. 
Hot yoa could have married a man to pass 
your life in such petty considerations I can't 
think. I am a great upholder for the distinc- 
tions of rank. A doctor's wife is, or should he, 
a lady ; she is in that position, and should act 
accordingly." 

" I do not know that not having a fire in 
one's bed room is unladylike, Laura — is it ? " 
said Alice, attempting a laugh. 

" No, nonsense, child ; it is not to that one 
particular I am alluding ; it is your manner of 
Ufe. You seem to me plodding on here, like 
the wife of a common laborer, sewing away at 
plaia work, giving up your accomplishments, 
and, in short, sinking, as I told you, into a 
nonentity." 

^ D,>:.n=,Cc)Ogle 
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" But, my dear Laura, I'm very tappy, and 
BO 18 EalpL" 

" Yea, my dear, just at first ; but you will 
find, after a while, that Balph will be seeking 
arauBement aud change away irom home ; that 
a wife always making flannel petticoats will not 
be an entertaining companion. Now, last ni^t 
you scarcely spoke." 

" You did not give me a chance,*' interrupted 
Alice, hastily ; " you were singiag, and Balph 
listening," 

"Well, you could have sung, and Ealph 
would have listened to you. But you sang one 
song worse than I'd erer heard you sing, and 
then buried yourself in yards of flannel. Balph 
wants bringing out, and be would not be 
at all amiss. But if you silently sew and 
stitch all the evening, he will snore, and then, 
tired of that, go out and leave you to stitch 
alone." 

Alice was tempted to say, " We were very 
happy till you came," but she put it back, for 
she thought Laura meant it all kindly, and that 
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it was scarcely Torth while to be pettish about 
it ; BO she only eaid, — 

"Let me hear then, now, how you would 
purpose that I should go on." 

"Well, I should, after ordering the dinner, 
which I consider is very important, and, as I 
told you before, should be made a study, — I 
should practise, as keeping up your accomplish- 
ments is also important ; and then make calls 
in the neighborhood, if tine, and take a walk, 
for your complexion is so dependent on your 
health, that exercise is another duty ; this would 
occupy you till luncheon. Ailer luncheon, let- 
ter writing, receiving visitors, and fancy work, 
on some piece of which you should always be 
employed, would fill the time till dressing. 
Then the toilet should be well studied, and you 
should be in the drawing room, well lighted 
and with a bright fire, ready to receive your 
husband on his rotum. The elegance of your 
appearance would etimulate him to dress also, 
and the elegance of your dinner would make 
him in such a charming temper that you could 
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do any thing with him. Depend on it, my 
dear, men are very easy to catch, but very hard 
to beep." 

" And you consider that a recipe for keeping 
them — do you, Laura?" 

" Tea ; I think they want to find their wivea 
aa attractive after as before marriage ; but if, 
on the contrary, they find the beings they have 
worshipped aa divinities, sink down into mere 
mortala, who are always at that mo$t mortal oc- 
cupation — making flannel petticoats, the charm 
is destroyed, the illusion gone, and the wife 
takes a place in her husband's estimation but 
one atep removed &om hia cook and house- 
keeper. But I own that you have placed your- 
self in a position, by marrying a poor man, 
which makes it more difficult to follow my ad- 
vice ; this stuflly little bouse, your bad servants, 
all are annoyances which I could not support, 
and wonder you can. X would never rest, if I 
were you, until my husband had placed me in 
a more fitting home. It seems to me quite an 
insult to my poor uncle, Kalph having proposed 
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to you, with nothii^ better to offer you ; just as 
thoQgli my uncle's fortunes were so fallen, that 
he would be glad to marry his daughter to any 
one. Now, Georgiua and Marian have done 
Tery well ; their husbands keep them carriages, 
snd they live as girls should who were brought 
up at the grand old place." 

" Well, dear Laura, you will admit that the 
matter is not now remediable ; it is, therefore, 
waste of time discussing it. X have chosen to 
many a poor man, and the straightforward 
course of duty, as I jiee it, is to make his in- 
come go as £u: as it' can, and not wiliully ex- 
pend it in an attempt to arrive at an elegance 
inconsistent with our position." 

" That ia exactly where we differ ; I do not 
consider it would be inconsistent, and if you be- 
gin by doing without, you will have always to 
do so. Kalph was wrong in bringing you to 
this, I will always maintaiiL" 

" I do not think so, I knew his circum- 
stances, and if my love would not enable me to 
put up with the slight inconvenience of small 
rooms, what would it be worth 7 " 

6' Google 
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" My dear Alice, that ia romantic, and ro- 
mance and reality never agree. It is all very 
pretty in theory to give up all one's comforts 
and elegances, but most unpleasant in practice." 

"Tou are not going to attempt it, Laura, 
luckily for you ; so let us change the subject, and 
talk of something on which we are more likely 
to agree." She tried to dismiss further conver- 
sation on this unpleasant subject, but in her 
thoughts it lingered. O, well need we pray for 
a bridle on our tongue, for what a world of mis- 
chief lies in this little member I 

The day for their visit to the Limes arrived ; 
it was a fresh, bright morning, a hoar frost 
sparkling on the branches of the trees, but be- 
ginning rapidly to thaw in the bright sunshine, 
which was each day gaining more power. Fleas- 
ant symptoms of the coming spring showed 
themselves — the little birds were warbling in 
some of the trees and in the shelter of the woods, 
through part of which their road lay; a few prim- 
roses were even venturing to show themselves. 
They had agreed to stay all night, as it was so 
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&r, and bo old Ab^l was to come and sleep at the 
house, by the servants* especial requeBt, as a 
safeguard ; which greatly amused Balph, for 
he eaid the united strength of Euth and Maria 
was much greater than poor old Abel's. 

On such a morning Balph and his wife and 
their guest started. Abel arrived jmt as they 
were leaving. 

"Good day, sir," he said, lifting his cap; 
" fine morning." 

" Beautiful morning, Abel, fresh and healthy. 
Mind you're very valiant, and take every care 
of the house and the servants," said Balph, 
jomping into the carriage, after carefully putUng 
in the ladies. 

"I'U try, sir, I'll try," said the old man, 
laughing. *' I wish yon and the ladies a pleas- 
ant journey. O, dear, O, dear 1 " he continued 
to himself, as they drove off, " my poor little 
snowdrop looks quite nipped up. I reckon 
there's some poisonous weed springing up in 
that garden ; a pity too, when it seemed so well 
laid out." 
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Abel vas right ; there was a poisonous weed 
springing ap, which, if not aoon rooted out, 
■would destroy all the fair flowers of love, hope, 
and trust, which had begun to bloom so well. 

Discontent, with all its tribe of gloomy spir- 
its, had filled Alice's mind ; all that she had 
once thought brave and manly in her husband 
now seemed coarse and rough ; all that she bad 
once thought loving and devoted, selfish and 
exacting. The house, which had seemed like a 
pretty toy, distorted by these evil spirits, was 
close, ugly, and inconvenient. The quaintness 
of her servants, which at first amused, now irri- 
tated her ; and, in short, not one bright gleam 
of happiness mingled with the darkness which 
seemed to have gathered round her. 

During the drive Ealph and Laura talked on 
merrily, but Alice was very silent ; and as they 
drove up the grand old avenue, beneath the fine 
trees of which she had played as a child, the 
tears welled up into her eyes, almost blinding 
her, as she wished — O, how earnestly! — iJiat 
she was again that happy, careless little being. 
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■with no sorrow heavier than the breaking of 
a toy. 

They were a large party. The married sis- 
tera, their children and husbands, were all gath- 
ered together, and so the conversation was very 
general, and Alice was cheered by the gayety 
of all around ; but even in its faded grandeur 
how beaatiful the house looked I How could she 
ever have left it for that miserable little cottage ? 
But Ralph had told her how picturesque it was, 
what a bright little home it would be. He had 
deceived her grossly ; it was cruel and unfair 
to take a girl from such a borne to hia. Such 
thoughts ae these kept crowding in her mind, 
and clouding her face, till it attracted her moth- 
er, who, after dinner, called her aside, and ear- 
nestly begged het to say what was wrong ; but 
Alice felt it was impossible to tell her. She 
could not say that she was disappointed in her 
new home, for Mrs, Merton would have re- 
minded her, how she had pointed out that it 
Would be far different to the one she was leav- 
ing, and her answer had been, " Mother, I love 
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bim ! " And why waa that no longer effica- 
cious ? Did she not love him still ? She knew 
she could not answer this inquiry — could not 
bear that her mother or any one should question 
her on what was so inexplicable even to heraelf. 
Mrs. Merton was a kind, good creaturcj but she 
was one of those persons in whom Ao one would 
dream of confiding, or seeking advice or conso- 
lation from ; her children felt this strongly, and 
"it's no use telling poor dear mamma," had 
always been agreed amongst them ; and now, 
in such a case as this, where a general sense of 
discomfort and depression was all she could 
complain of, Alice knew it was useless to tell 
her mother ; so merely saying she felt rather a 
headache from her journey, and that she should 
be quite well after a night's rest, she managed 
to divert her mother fiom further inquiries. 
The best bed room was prepared for them, with 
the dressing room adjoining ; both were pan- 
elled with carved oak, black with age, and tha 
curtains and window drapery were of tapestry ; 
blazing fires were in each room, and in silver 
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sconces afiixed to the ebony looking glass, large 
wax candles were burning ; it was certainly & 
contrast to her own borne, and sbe felt it so, 
and a very heavy sigh at last attracted Ralph's 
attention, 

" What's the matter, Alice ? You've been 
very gloomy all day,. and now you're 'sigh- 
ing like a furnace.' What is it ? " 

" Nothing." 

" 0, nonsense ! there is something wrong ; 
you are not a bit like yourself, nor have you 
been these two or three days. Laura asked me 
yesterday what ailed you. It's apparent to 
every one, and they'll begin, at last, to think I 
ill use you. I'm sure we're very jolly here, 
surrounded by your own people, and in such 
famous quarters, with every thing so comfort- 
able ; you ought to be aa merry as a bird." 

" We are not going to be always here," said 
Alice, in a low voice. 

" Why, no, certainly not ; we have, thank 
God, a home of our own, with no occasion to 
be beholden to any man for one." 

::.r.:...=,Cl)Ogle 
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She struggled with herself before she an- 
swered, and tried to frame another sentence, to 
wrestle with the evil which was prompting her ; 
but it mastered her, and she answered, — 

" Yes ; but not such a home as this 1 " 

She did not look up as she spoke. She did 
not see the expression, of sharp pain which 
passed orer her husband's face mingled with. 
anger. He, too, was silent for a moment, and 
then he said,^ 

" It is late, Alice, to make comparisons. I 
am sorry, for your sake, the marriage tie is in- 
dissoluble." 

"It ia no use being angry, Ralph," said 
Alice, through the tears which now fell &st ; 
"you ought not to have taken me from this 
house to yours j how can you wonder that I 
feel the difference? And I should not mind 
if you saw it too, if you strove to make them 
more alike, and felt yourself what a change it is 
for me. But you don't ; you expect me to like 
the little stuffy place, and put up with those 
clumsy servants, as though I was nothing bet- 
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ter tlian a fanner's daughter ; to wait upon you, 
when I have always been accustomed to be 
waited upon myself. I am quite unfitted to be 
your wife. I am not suited to make you happy, 
or your home comfortable ; and I wish, again 
and again, that I was, once more, happy Alice 
Merton ; " and burying her face ia her hands, 
she wept aloud. 

Balph answered not a word till she had wept 
on for "some time. He then went up to her, and 
Bjud very gently, — 

" You will be ill, Alice, if you cry so ; let 
us go now quietly to rest ; we can resume the 
Bubject to-morrow, if you wish." 

The quiet, serious tone was so unusual to 
him, that Alice raised her head in astonishment ; 
but no change was visible in him, save deadly 
pallor ; they spoke no more to one another, ex- 
cept " good night I " Alice slept heavily, and 
did not awake till the clock struck nine the 
next morning. Balph had left the room : she 
rose, therefore, and dressed hastily. But be- 
fore she was ready, the door opened, and Balph 
7 

D,>:«,=,Cl)Ogle 



7S COHINO EOUB. 

entered. He walked up to her, and kissed her 
forehead, and then said, — 

" Alice, what you said last evening gave me a 
eleeplesa night, for I lay awake tryii^ to come 
to some decision ; but I don't wish to act hasti- 
ly, or in a way that should make ua repent af- 
terwards. I can't talk in high-flown langu^e 
about what I feel, but I know that I have loved 
and dp still love you like my heart's blood ; it's 
often beneath the roughest manners that the 
deepest feelings lie. Before I dreamed that 
you would erer be my wife, I loved you, Alice j 
and I cannot tell you what I felt, when first I 
began to fiincy that you returned it. You know 
not of the nights and days of torment I passed, 
wrestling with myself, trying not to propose to 
yon, because I knew, little as you give me 
credit for it, what a contrast the two homes 
were. I tried you in many ways first, and 
always found that you spoke of a homely coun- 
try liie as the one you should like — of small 
houses being so much pleaaanter — of many 
servants being a trouble, till my heart seemed 
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ready to burst with hope and delight, that 
you would be happy in my humble home. 
Alice, why, why did yoix look up in my face 
with your bouI, as it were, in your eyes, and 
say, ' Balph, I love you ; what matters what 
your home ia like ? ' if now you try to break 
the heart you took such pains to win ? But I'm 
forgetting myself, and talking like a fool ; my 
object for speaking to you now is to say, I have 
written this letter to your father ; read it, and 
then give it him. I think you will find it is what 
you wish. God bless yon ! " Again he kissed 
her on the forehead, and left her holding the 
letter he had given her in her hand. She was 
some minutes before she could recover herselfj 
to read it, and she could scarcely credit that she« 
read aright when these lines met her eye. 

*' Deae Sir : Business of importance calls 
me abroad. May I leave Alice with you ? she 
would be so desolate alone. Circumstances will 
decide the length of my absence. She has no 
idea of my intended departure. I have chosen 
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this mode of proceeding to spare her from any 
distress she might feel at parting with me. I 
shall be able to explain my sadden, and, as it 
may seem to you, strange proceeding, if I am 
spared to return. 

" Yours always, 

" Ralph Matnard." 

" What can he mean ? He is joking, surely," 
she thought. " No ; hia tone was too serious 
for that; there was no sign of merriment in 
that pale, stem face. Would he really go ? 
Would she be happy there in her own early 
home without him ? " Such thoughts passed 
rapidly through her brain as she hurriedly fin- 
fished her toilet and flew down stairs to bid him 
stay ; to tell him that she 3id love him still ; 
that any home with him was better than a 
palace without him. In the hall she met 
liaura. 

" My dear Alice, you look as scared as we all 
feeL Balph is gone ; aunt and nncle won't be- 
lieve me, but he M ; the man says so, and that 



COMING HOME. 75 

he told him he had left, a note with you for his 
master. Is some one dangerously illj or what 
is it? Don't look so pale, Alice ; you frighten 
me ; come into the dining room ; there, sit 
down ; now tell me all about it ; what is it ? " 

" You, Laura," answered Alice, in a voice of 
unnatural calmness, " you, who, like a spirit of 
evil, came and turned our joy to bitterness. It 
is your doing ; you have made me drive my 
husband from me. But tell them to find some- 
thing to take me home," she said, starting up 
suddenly. "Why do I stay here, when per- 
haps I can stop him ? Some one get me a 
horse, or some means of getting home ! O 
papa, papa! " she cried, throwing her arms 
round him, as at the moment he entered the ' 
room ; " take me to my husband ! Don't let 
him go 1 " and then her passionate sobs and 
tears burst forth, choking her utterance j but 
she gave her father the letter she had in her 
hand ; and he, gathering from its perusal that 
some disagreement was the cause, ordered a 
carriage directly to take her home, endeavoring, 
7, 
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in the meaa wliile, to soothe and comfort her. 
He and her mother persuaded her to take some 
coffee, while the carriage was getting ready ; 
and Laura, of course, said she would dreas and 
return with her. She was sincerely sony if she 
had been the cause of any unhappiness between 
them; it was far £rom her intention. How- 
ever, she would merely drive back to Melton, 
get her things, and proceed at once to London, 
as she felt she could no longer be a welcome 
guest. 

To all this Alice made no answer ; and, dur- 
ing the whole of their drive home, she never 
spoke one word to her cousin. 

Arrived at home, she sprang out of the car- 
riage, and flew, rather than walked, up the gar- 
den. Haria came to the door. 

"Dear me, ma'am, this is a surprise — lun't 
it ? Master said you wasn't coming home for 
three or four days — didn't he ? " 

" Where is your master ? " gasped Alice. 

" Gone, ma'am, to foreign parts. He said 
you know'd, and you was going to stay with 
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your papa till he came back j he an't but just 
gone; maybap some one could catch him. 
You'd like to see him once more — shouldn't 
you? Lor! how white she do look — don't 
she ? " 

Laura, wbo was really alarmed at the deadly 
paleness of her cousin's face, led her quickly 
into the drawing room, and persuaded her ■to 
take off her bonnet and lie down, while she 
saw what was to be done, 

" Tell me from the beginning, Maria, what 
your master said and did, and then we shall 
Bee how to proceed." 

" Well, Miss Hammond, he came up to the 
house with his horse all in a foam, ran in and 
up stairs, ran down again with a few things, as 
it 'peared like, in a carpet bag, and saying, 
' Good by ; I'm going abroad ; missis won't 
be home for a few days,' off he went I Well, 
we were scared, — that's Huth and me, — and I 
went outside and see Bob cleaning the horse. 
' Goodness me. Bob,' I says, 'is master going 
to walk all the way ? ' ' Why, you stupid I ' 
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— that's just tow he spoke. Miss HamBon, — 
•of course not — he's going in the dog cart 
from the " Lion " to the station.' " 

Alice, who had listened in a fever of impa- 
tience to this preamble, jumped up and said to 
Laura, " I will walk myself to the ' Lion,' and 
see if he has started; no one else will go aa 
quickly." 

" Let me come with you," said Laura, as she 
was preparing to start alone. 

"No, thank you; I'll go by myself;" and 
before Laura could use further remonstrance, 
she was gone. 

But it was a long way to the " Lion," and the 
faster she tried to walk, or rather run, the slower 
she seemed to get on. When, at length, she 
arrived, it was only to learn that Mr. Maynard 
had been gone about five minutes. Had they 
any other vehicle in, which could be sent after 
him ? No, nothing. They had a fly, but only 
the one horse. In despair she turned away, 
and slowly walked home, feeling that she could 
do nothing now, but wwt patiently for her hus- 
hsaxi to write. 
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She could not help feeling that to her cousin 
she was indebted for the misery that had come 
upon her, and therefore her manner 'was any 
thing Ijut cordial ; indeed, so cold and distant 
was she, that Laura was fixed in her determi- 
nation to return home at once ; and as soon as 
she could pack her things, she left, feeling in- 
dignant on her part that she was accused of 
causing unhappiness, where she had only in- 
tended to improve matters ; and so Alice was 
left alone with her sad refiections. The long 
and weary night passed at last ; and she rose 
as soon as it was light, and went down to her 
solitary breakfast. Now, indeed, did the rooms 
look ' dreary ; and as she contrasted the little 
dining room with that first evening of her ar- 
rival, when her kind husband was there, so glad 
at her coming home, and all wore such an as- 
pect of cheerfulness, she felt how little external 
things have really to do with happiness — that 
it is the dear ones who surround us which makes 
our home, and their love and tenderness, or 
their coldness and neglect, its joy or its misery 
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Siie did not wish that her servants should know 
there was any thing amiss ; bo she endeavored 
to carry a quiet and cheerful face about with 
her ; but it was a bard strugglej and it did not 
deceive old Abel ; he could see that bis pretty 
flower was drooping, and powerless to help or 
comfort her, the old man, who dearly loved his 
good master, and for his sake as much as her 
own, his wife, felt more worried and anxious 
than he had done for yeaxs. Knowing what a 
favorite Abel was with Balph, Alice seemed to 
take some little comfort in talking to bim ; and 
OS it was a very cold day, abe made bim come 
in to the kitchen flie, and brought him a glass 
of wine herselt 

" It's very cold, Abel — is it not 1 Not much 
weather for fiowers ! " 

" No, ma'am, there is not many of 'em brave 
enough to blow now, pretty dears. South winds 
and summer skies suit them best, most of them ; 
they need management aa much as human crea- 
tures I A man I once knew went abroad, and 
brought from the land he went to a little flower. 
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wMch be tLought would look gay and pretty in 
hie own garden at home ; but he forgot that it 
had been used to a very different climate, where 
the sun shone with so much more warmth, and 
where there were no chilling winds to nip it up 
and wither It ; so, when the poor little plant 
drooped its leaves, and its buds fell off before 
they came to perfection, the man was disap- 
pointed, and leit it alone to die, instead of try- 
ing to make the climate more like the one it 
was used to. I had a greenhouse then, and I 
said, ' Give me the flower if you don't care for 
it ; ' and I took it and put it in the greenhouse, 
and watched it like a child. Each day I could see 
a little improTcment ; and you, ma'am, nor no 
one, I dare say, will hardly believe what it was 
to me, when I saw a little bud coming on it, or 
how I watched the opening of it. When it did 
blow, I fetched the man, and I said, ' There, 
now, take that as a lesson for your life ; let it 
serve to teach you that you can make nothing 
nor nobody do what God has not fitted them 
for. Every thing has got its place and purpose, 
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and you can no more force a tender plant nur- 
tured in warmth to live in the cold, than jon 
can make a delicate child work like a stroi^ 
man." 

Alice smiled faintly when the old man ceased ; 
but she made no answer, only shook his hand 
kindly, and told him to stay by the £re till h% 
was quite warm ; and she went back to her 
lonely room. She felt the old man's story was 
not unlike her own case. She, too, had been 
brought, as it were, from a hothouse to the 
cold open ground, where she thought she should 
wither and perhaps die; and that Kalph, dis- 
appointed and hurt, had gone and left her, as 
the man had done his little flower. She felt 
sure Abel had some meaning in telling the 
story to her, and was vexed, as she thought it 
over, that she had given this impression to any 
one, for was it not her own free will ? had she 
not chosen to share his home ? What right had 
she now to complain, that it was not like the 
one be brought her from ? 0, if she only knew 
where he was, she would write and tell him of 



her Borrow and her love ; and her earnest de- 
termination once more to be contented and 
happy, if he would only return. Utterly 
wretched and hopeless, she could occupy her- 
self in nothing, and was sitting looking at the 
fire, with the large tears conrsing down her 
face, when a knock at the door disturbed her. 
She was about to run out and beg Maria not to 
admit any one, when she beard the soft, low 
tones of Mrs. Stanley's voice— the very person 
she most wished to see ; and tbe only one who, 
sbe felt, could comfort and advise her. 

She could not apeak to her when she entered, 
only hold out both her hands, and lift ber 
streaming eyes to that kind, good face. 

" My dear child ! What is it, what is wrong ? 
I hear strange tales ; but I'm come to learn the 
truth, and comfort and help you, if I can." 

She seated herself beside Alice, and still hold- 
ing her hand, patiently listened to her tale. 
Alice told her all- — how tbe first impression on 
" coming home " had been a sad one, as though 
these events had indeed cast their shadow be- 
8 
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fore ; how she had afterwaida liked her little 
home so much, and had been so happy, till her 
cousin had come and Bhown her all its discom- 
forts ; that having succeeded in malting her 
discontented, she had seemed to make Kalph 
so too ; that he bad begun to had fault, and 
seemingly to think Laura right, and a model of 
elegance ; and she, his wife, who had striven 
BO to pleaae him, who had given up bo much 
for him, and dressed plainly to suit his income, 
he seemed to think wrong in every thing, " At 
least," continued Alice, " this was the distorted 
view I took of it. When he admired Laura's 
elegant dress, I thought he meant to condemn 
mine ; and perhaps, poor fellow, after all it was 
to please me, because I had asked him to be 
very kind to her. She told me he was so rough, 
till I believed it. She persuaded me that I 
ought not to waste time in working for or visit- 
ing the poor, till I was ashamed to do it ; in 
short, she upset every notion I had formed of a 
nseful and happy life, so that I believed at 
length that Balph had wronged me immeasura- 
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bly in making me his wife — that we were 
totally unsuited, and never should be happy. 
I told hitu so, Mrs. Stanley ; told my poor 
Kalph he had no right to bring me here ; and 
never shall I forget his face, nor what he said 
to me," 

"Well, poor child," answered Mrs. Stanley, 
" it would be needless to tell you, you have 
been wrong, for you know and feel that. Let 
me Bee if I can set you right ; first of all, you 
most write to your husband, and induce him to 
return ; the address I will get for yon from Mr. 
"Wenbam, who is seeing his patients for him, 
and who told me he was to write if any thing 
went amiss ; then you must endeavor to think 
gently of your cousin ; she meant well, and 
perhaps in some points her advice was sound. 
It is needful for a wife to ' look well to the 
ways of her household,' and such common 
things as eating and drinking form part of that 
duty. Although perhaps it is not paying the 
nobler sex a great compliment, I believe a good 
dinner does go a long way towards keeping a 



mao in a good temper; therefore, to disccfver 
early your huaband's taste in the culinary de- 
partment, is a wise thii^ to do. I also think 
that the evening should be devoted to the hus- 
band's amusement, vrho has been away and 
occupied all day ; and perhaps seeing his wife 
absorbed in plain work of a ponderous and in- 
elegant appearance, may not tend to his amuse- 
ment, but, on the contrary, irritate his temper ; 
and therefore working for the poor, which is a 
kind and good thing to do, when it does not 
interfere with home duties, might perhaps better 
occupy some morning hours when you are 
alone. Visiting the poor is, I am sure, good 
for us alL Where can we better learn lessons 
of patience, and submission, and gratitude, for 
our own happier lot. Surely many and many 
a time you must have felt this cottage a palace, 
after some of your visits. I can never think 
that wrong, unless, as I said about the work, it 
leads you to neglect home duties. But I Bhall 
conclude my homily in a way which may make 
you wonder why I ever began it, namely, by 
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telling you, never take any one's advice about 
the man^ement of your husband and his house ; 
you have the best teacher always with you — love; 
love for him will teach you to discover his fancies 
and to indulge them. You must know best his 
temper and disposition, and therefore ought to be 
the best judge of what will please him. Tour 
mistakes, till you thoroughly understand him, 
will be many and frequent ; but go on trying, 
cheered by love and aided by prayer, you will 
be certain of success in the end. In short, my 
dear child, I see nothing to cause these briny 
drops at all. You have a pretty, cheerful 
home, which I assure you iu the summer looks 
lovely ; you have one of the best and truest- 
hearted beings for your husband, who is, I am - 
convinced, as proud and fond of his wife as he 
can be, and fifty fashionably-dressed young la- 
dies would never succeed in making him less 
so. So pray dismiss all such imaginary 
troubles, and once more feel as contented with 
yourself, your husband, and your house, as you 
have every reason to be." 
8« 

D,>:«,=,Cl)Ogle 



88 COUING HOHZ. 

" Thank you, dear Mrs. Stanley ; I will try. 
Indeed, you don't know how you hare com- 
forted me." 

" That is well ; I came with that intention. 
Depend on it, dear child, there are two sides to 
'very picture j and Burely, it is best and wisest 

iiave the prettiest side to look at — is it not? 
X am sure we can, if we try, learn to be con- 
tent in whatsoever state we are. Nothing will 
help QS better than contrasting oui own condi- 
tion with that of hundreds of other fellow- 
creatures, beings with like feelings to our own, 
equally sensible to pain and discomfort, placed 
in the most distressing situations. I am sure 
no one can read a work lately published, called 
London Shadows, or the Hornet of the ThoO' 
lands, and not raise a prayer of thankfulness to 
God for a home which has windows to give 
light, a roof to shelter from the wind and 
weather, and pure air to circulate through 
it." 

•'Dear Mrs. Stanley," said Alice, pressing 
her hand gratefully, " you did not think, when 
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you offered to help and serve me, how soon you 
■would be called on to do so." 

" I meant it sincerely when I said it ; you 
looked to me like one who sometimes needed 
and would value a friend ; and though I am 
Borry you are so soon in trouble, I am most glad 
to be that friend. And now I must go. Good 
by ; always send to me when you want me." 

In half an hour's time Mrs. Stanley sent the 
address, which was at a Mr. Sidney Arundel's, 
Bryanstone Square, London, where all letters 
were to be directed. 

Alice sat down at once, and wrote an earnest 
letter of entreaty to her husband to return ; and 
she had just despatched it when the carriage 
&om the Limes drew up. Her ^ther and 
mother had driven over to see if Ealph had re- 
turned ; and, finding he had not, they ui^ed 
her to go back with them ; but to this she 
would not listen. Ralph might return at any 
moment, and she would not leave the house, 
end so they ceased to entreat her to do so ; in- 
deed, though they were sorry to leave her in 
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such loneliness, still they both felt she ought to 
he at home. They then begged her to let them 
knoT in what way Laura had been the cause 
of this hasty proceeding of Ralph's. 

" It was my own silliness, mamma dear, fer 
more than any fault of Laura's ; but if my 
own dear husband will only come back to me, 
I shall, I hope, never be so foolish again. I 
trust Georgina and Marian will not talk about 
this, and think oi tell people I am unhappy. 
I am not, indeed; at least, I shall not be when 
I once get Balph back again." 

" Georgey and Marian know nothing, my 
dear child, but that Kalph was obliged to go 
abroad suddenly, and imagiue that he wished 
you not to be alone, and had brought you to 
the Limes without your knowing bis intentions ; 
in short, all they know about it is his note, 
which they saw the morning you left." 

" Thank you, dear papa ; let nothing more 
be told any one. I am heartily ashamed of my 
folly, and only anxious to repair it by a lifetime 
of devotion to my dear, good Ralph." 
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" I trust you may have the opportunity, my 
dear girl. I am astonished that you could 
have been avayed by Laura, who, though pos- 
sessing some good qualities, is a frivolouB, 
worldly person I should be sorry to see my girl 
resemble. If you will let us, we shall taie 
some luncheon with you while our horses bait." 

" 0, certainly, dear papa ; I dare say you 
will excuse it not being a very grand one, for I 
have been too bewildered and miserable to 
think of any housekeeping matters, and have 
simply eaten what they brought me." 

" Some bread and cheese will amply satisfy 
us, my dear," 

" My dear mamma, I can do better than that, 
I hope, your first visit, — your first visit ! and 
no Balph to welcome youl " she said, the ready 
tears again filling her eyes, 

"Never mind, never mindj we will come 
often, please God, and find you and Ealph hap- 
pier than you have ever been, ^ the cloudy 
moiiiing is ofttimes the fairest day." 

The arrival of her parents passed the day 
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tolerably for poor Alice, though every aonnd 
made hei start, and every footstep made her 
heart beat, for she could not help hoping he 
■would return in spite of hia determination. 
But he came not that day nor the next ; but as 
the night began to fede, towards the evening of 
the third dreary day, the sound of vheels 
drawing up before the gat© startled her; she 
flew to the door and opened it eagerly, hut a 
Btranger, not her Balph, stood before her. 

" Mrs, Maynard, I presume," he said, raising 
his hat. " I have no doubt you are disappoint- 
ed at not seeing your husband ; if you will step 
in out of the cold, I will tell you why I am 
here instead.*' 

Alice, mute with astonishment, went back 
into the drawing room ; the stranger followed 
her. 

"Your huaband is, I regret to say, very far 
from welL Do not he alarmed ; there is noth- 
ing, I trust, now, serious ; but he cannot be 
moved for some time, and he wishes yon, natu- 
xally, to be with him. X thought a telegraphio 
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message without explanation would alarm you 
BO much, that I offered to come myself. I am 
fond of a trip, and would serve dear Ealph 
Maynard with my life if he needed it ; he has 
been the best and truest friend I ever had." 

" And you will take me to him at once — 
will you not ? " said poor Alice, who, with handa 
clasped and eyes fixed on her visitor, had drank 
in every word he said. 

" At once." 

" A thousand thanks ! I will not lose a min- 
ute ; " and she £ew from the room, and in an 
incredibly short space of time was ready, mere- 
ly telling the servants, as she passed out, that 
their master was ill and she was sent for ; that 
her address Mrs. Stanley would give them, if 
they had to write j and that they would return 
as soon as Mr. Maynard could be moved. 

To describe Alice's state of mind tmtil she 
reached her husband would be impossible ; and 
when she saw him at length in bed, pale as 
death, leech marks on his temples, and his head 
coTered with wet cloths, it was with the utmost 
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difficulty she could calm herself, or exercise 
that self-controt which she had promised. A 
smile of ineffable love and tenderness passed 
over his face as he saw her, and he eagerly held 
out hia hand ; she took it in both of hers, and 
kissed it tenderly, and then sitting down beside 
bim, she kept hold of it till he sunk into a sweet 
sleep ; it was tbe first since his illness. The 
dreadful excitement in which he had left home, 
the hurry of his journey, and having fasted for 
many hours, was the cause, they said, of his 
illness. Fortunately for him, the attack seized 
him before he left Arundel's house, and every 
care and attention had been paid to him. At 
first he had not thought it necessary to write to 
Alice, and the next day he was not conscious 
enough to write himself, or desire others to do 
80. As soon as he could, he requested that a 
telegraphic message might be sent to summon 
her ; but Arundel would not hear of it, but de- 
termined to fetch her himself. He felt he could 
never do enough for Ealph ; for when a very 
young man, and the possessor of a fine property. 
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he had become intimate ■with a set of men who 
■were doing their best to ruin him. Balph saw 
his friend's danger, and rested not till he had 
rescued him, shown bim bis folly, and led him 
to higher and better pursuits. He was now 
happily married, with this nice bouse in Lon- 
don, and his own pretty country place, an hon- 
ored and respected member of society. He 
surely had good cause to be grateful to Balph 
Maynard. 

Alice sat by Ralph's side all that night ; noth- 
ing would induce ber to leave bim ; he seemed 
to her like a recovered treasure, which she 
feared to lose out of ber sight. He was better 
the next day ; the delight of having his ■wife 
near bim, of seeing, by ber tender solicitude, 
that she loved bim still, was a better medicine 
for him than any they could give him, and be 
improved rapidly. In a day or two he was able 
to get down to the sofa, and felt equal to talk 
to Alice of all that bad passed. 

" Were you not naughty to leave me, now ? " 
she sud^ as she pillowed bis head on ber shoul- 
9 
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der, that first day he was down ; " you see you 
could not do without me." Holding him there, 
she could afford to be playful, and to smile her 
old happy smile. 

" I think we were both naughty, dear ; we 
must rub all that out and begin again. Poor 
Laura Harcourt ! after all, perhaps she has 
done us a great deal of good, though not c[uite 
in the way she meant." 

" Did you mean really to go abroad, or were 
you going to stay here ? " 

" I intended staying here just to see if ' some- 
body ' would say ' sorry,' and if not, then I 
should have gone ; I really hardly know where ; 
perhaps to the diggings." 

" But how did you suppose I was to know 
your address ? You never left it with me." 

" No ; but I asked Wenham to lei you have 
it, which I suppose he did, as you wrote — by 
the way, where is that letter ? Master Arundel 
must give it me. I was too ill to see it when 
it came." 

" There is no occasion to see it now ; it had 
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better be burnt j but Mr. Wenham did not 
leave your address ; Mrs. Stanley got it for me 
from him." 

" Well, likely enough he did not understand 
me ; I scarcely knew what I said myself ; but 
something about being called away in a hurry, 
and that he was to send you my address." 

" Send it to the Limes, I suppose you said ? " 

" Yes, of course, I left you there." 

" You did ; but you never supposed I would 
quietly stay there without an effort to get you 
back ? " and she then told him how she hurried 
home, and then .walked to the inn herself, in 
the vaiu hope of catching hitn. 

" Poor dear girl ! Well, never mind ; we 
made ourselves miserable, and we therefore de- 
served to be BO ; it will serve us for a ' Win- 
ter's Tale,' and with a moral which I trust we 
shall never forget." 

"And you would not rather have married 
Laura Harcourt ? " 

" Good gracious ! No. I was civil to her 
solely to please you : the dressing for dinner — 
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a thing 1 hate when I'm tired — was for yoar 
Bake, because you had begged I would." 

" But you taid it was to pleaae Laura." 

" And did you not ask me to dresa to please 
Laura ? I was only complying with your re- 
quest, and I own I was vexed that you did not 
seem satisfied, and that, likely enough, made 
me complain of the dinner, for I did really 
feel rather cross ; and when one is a little put 
out, the least thing is a vexation, which at 
another time we should never notice." 

" True, darling ! But now you must not 
speak another word, but have, some jelly and 
go to sleep," 

He obeyed her like a child, took the jelly, 
and then, with bis bead still on her shoulder, 
fell asleep ; and as she watched him in that 
quiet slumber, so like the image of death, she 
thought of the agony which hers would have 
been, if those dear eyes had realty been closed 
forever. How bitter and vain would have beeu 
her repentance for the harsh words she had 
spoken 1 and earnestly she blessed God, who had 
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spared her husbaad, and given her time to re- 
pay him for all the sorrow she had caused 
him. 

In a veek he was able to return home, and 
they parted from Mr. and Mrs. Arundel with a 
promise that they would come and pass a week 
or two with them in the summer. 

And the weeks and mouths went by, and 
old Abel's heart was made glad, as he saw how 
the snowdrop had reared its head, and how 
bright and happy it looked. 

And ChriBtmas was again at hand ; and an- 
other guest was expected — one looked forward 
to with trembling joy, with earnest prayer, that 
it might stay with them, and be their comfort 
all their lives ; and as the bells of the old 
church began to summon together all, both rich 
and poor, to come and worship beneath its roof 
on Christmas morn, in memory of the birth of 
the heavenly Babe, Alice, the new-made moth- 
er, murmured a prayer, that he would bless 
her darling, and teach her to bring it to 
himl 

9* 
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With this, her Becand guest, seemed to come 
back all the good spiiita, which had been scai'ed 
by the first. Cheerfulness and content once again 
took up their abode in the doctor's little cot- 
tage ; they could not long be absent from a 
home, for the inmates of which the poor raised 
earnest prayers, and on whom they never failed 
to invoke fervent blessings. Old Abel's de- 
light at the child was only to be equalled by 
its mother's; and as he left the room, after 
having been admitted to see it, he said, smiling 
at Alice,— 

" It is a sweet bod, full of promise. God 
grant it may come to perfection, though I may 
not live to see it ! " And the only question of 
Maria's which Alice ever felt inclined to an- 
swer cordially, was — 

" It's a beauty — ain't it ? " 

And shall we not find in our tale a moral, 
to be our beacon light, and warn us of a rock 
which may often endanger the bark in which 
our all of happinesa is launched ? It has at- 
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tempted to show how necessaiy it is for us all 
to follow the Psalmist's example, and strire to 
"offend not in ovir tongue, but to keep cor 
mouths, as it ■were, with a bridle." Surely, 
amoDgst the idle words which we shall have to 
accoujit for. will be those which caused bitter- 
ness and discontei^; to spring up in a house- 
hold where all had been bright before — that 
thoughtless intermeddling with the a^^s of 
others, which too often sets at variance husband 
and wife, parent and child, brother and sister. 
It is a good old proverb, that " a still tot^oe 
makes a wise head," and though a word spoken 
in due season is no doubt very good, it requires 
discretion to discover and note when that due 
season is. We should never forget that every 
word we utter, every thing we do, has an influ- 
ence for good or evil on those about us. 

And one word may be said, in conclusion, 
to those to whom this tale seems more partic- 
ularly to allude — the newly married. I would 
wish that it should cheer those young brides, 
who, like Alice, have felt that theii " Coming 
9* 
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Home " was not quite what they expected, — 
cheer them by the thought that time will bring 
the conviction that the reality of married love 
is £ir surer and more enduring, than the ro- 
mance of early love — that dream land, in 
which we first wander, when the faults and fol- 
liea of our poor human nature are neither seen 
nor believed in ; but angels in each other's 
sight, we remain in this fool's paradise, till the 
sober realities of married life awaken us to the 
fact that we are af):er all but mortals, with weak- 
nesses and failings which have to be borne with 
mutually, and mutually forgiven. This may be 
the first disappointment ; but then, as time 
rolls on, and the knowledge comes of how com- 
pletely we are one in interest and in heart ; 
how dependent on each other for comfort and 
support ; how entire and true is the sympathy 
with one another, even in the most trivial 
things ; how the same griefs and joys affect 
both, — every shade of disappointment will van- 
ish, and that " perfect love " only remain 
" which casteth out fear." 
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I cannot conclude better than in tlie words 
of William Penn : " Never marrt but foe 

I/yVB, BUT SEE THAT THOU L0VE3T WHAT IS 
rOVELT." 



THE END. 



,oglc 



,oglc 



,oglc 



,oglc 



.C„i,8L 



,oglc 



